
TNTRODUCTIOy . 

of the drooping invalid ; in all these, and num- 
berless other portraits of life, the world of plants 
and flowers forms an accessory of the most im- 
pressive and interesting character. 

From our very infancy they have ministered to 
our happiness, therefore can we praise and love 
them. 


Flowers ! flowers ! bright, men*y faced flowers ! 
bless ye in joyous or saddened hours 1 
I love ye dearly. 

Ye look so cheerly, 

In summer, autumn, winter, or spring, 

A flower to me is the loveliest thing 
Tliat hath its birth 
On this chequered earth 
Oh ! who will not chorus the lay I sing? 


“ Flowers ! flowers ! who loveth them not? 

Who hath his childhood’s sports forgot? 

When daisies white 
And king-cups bright. 

And cowslips, snowdrops, aSul dalfodils, 

Lm-ed us to meadows and woods and rills j 
And we wandered on. 

Till a wTeath was won. 

Of the heather bells crowning the far off hills.” 

Twamlev. 

Many who do not make plants a study, or who 
do not turn their attention to rearing them, are 
often inclined to listen to any general information 
respecting them ; and as the number of botanists 
is rapidly increasing, and exhibitions are annually 
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being held to offer the beautiful ornaments of the 
parterre to the public inspection, it is not sur- 
prising it carries with it an intellectual joy and 
improvement : but it is the botanist alone who 
knows the real pleasure derived from inspecting 
the construction of plants — in viewing the minute 
organs of these fair and exquisite productions of 
nature, and marking how well they are adapted 
to the purposes for which they are intended, and 
the delight experienced in traversing woods and 
vales in search of new varieties. 

Beautiful gems ! how often ye have recalled us 
from the cares ot every day life, to revel amongst 
nature’s fairest beauties ! We almost tremble 
with joy at finding we are about to enter into such 
a scene of happiness as the contemplation of the 
daughteis of Flora affords us. Does not the 
beauty of their rich blossoms tell us that they were 
painted by no earthly hand ? for 

Who can paint 

Like Nature? Can imagination boast 
Amid his gay creation, hues Mice these ? 

And can he mix them with that matcliless skill. 

And lay them on so delicately fine. 

And bow them to each other, as appears 
In every bud that blows.” 

Flowers are considered the sweetest of all na- 
ture’s smiles : who does not love— what heart so 
callous to all feeling as not to yield to the bright 
influence of the children of showers and sunny 


